the most fascinating example of "canned history" which I have ever seen. Its fallen stones, dug out of the volcanic dust, shout of wealth and licentiousness. There are innumerable reminders of a civilisation which, in many respects, uncomfortably resembles ours. Wandering among the roads marked with chariot wheels, through the bars, villas and temples, it required little imagination to picture myself as the representative of the Pompeii Herald. I could see myself leaning up against one of those bars, which still bore the marks of drinking vessels, gleaning the latest gossip.
Phallic good-luck symbols are carved everywhere; there is a brothel quarter where in one house pornographic mosaics are to be seen. The best villa in Pompeii, that of the Vettei brothers, wealthy bachelors, has at the entrance an obscene picture of Priapus, the God of Plenty, and there are other pornographic mosaics in the rooms. Touring Pompeii with a mixed party is an embarrassment because of the furtive antics and mutterings of the Neapolitan guides, who are anxious that the male visitors should miss nothing and that the women should not be shocked. So they succeed in irritating both sexes. In any case, small boys outside sell booklets from which no salacious detail is missing.
To complete the Pompeii visit one should also go to Naples Museum where there is much line sculpture from Pompeii and Herculaneum, particularly figures from the forums. There is also a Sala Erotica there, not open to the public. One thinks inevitably of Sodom and Gomorrah and the wrath of God, of lustful Bacchanalian orgies brought to a sudden end by a catastrophe that blotted out the sun and rained death till where had been two fair cities remained nothing but an undulating plain of volcanic ashes. There are, in fact, scratched on one Pompeiian wall the words "Sodoma, Gomora" beneath a picture which is probably intended to represent the judgment of Solomon, but suggesting that some at least of the inhabitants had prophetic forebodings.
In Naples, Army Public Relations had acquired a commodious hillside villa in the agreeable Posillipo suburb, a leafy contrast to the agglomeration of slums and grim buildings that is Naples proper. There was not a great deald not then pause to visit Pompeii, but Ifloor was filthy.  This washing under
